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delight in her loveliness, as in that of a lake, or a
mountain sunset; but nothing more.   The good fellows
had no time, indeed, to fancy themselves in love with
her, or her with them, for every day was too short for
them y what with reading all the morning, and start-
ing out in the afternoon in strange garments (which
became shabbier and more ragged very rapidly as the
weeks  slipped  on)   upon  all  manner   of   desperate
errands;  walking  unheard-of-distances,  and losing
their way upon the mountains; scrambling cliffs and
now and then falling down them; camping all night
by unpronounceable lakes, in the hope of catching
mythical trout; trying in all ways how hungry, thirsty,
dirty, and tired a man could make himself, and how
far he  could  go  without  breaking his neck,   any
approach to which catastrophe was hailed (as were all
other mishaps) as "all in the day's work," and "the
finest  fun  in   the   world,"   by that  unconquerable
English " lebensgluckseligkeit," which is a perpetual
wonder to our sober German cousins.    Ah, glorious
twenty-one, with your inexhaustible powers of doing
and enjoying, eating and hungering, sleeping and sit-
ting up, reading and playing 1   Happy are those who
still possess you, and can take their fill of your golden
cup, steadied, but not saddened, by the remembrance,
that for all things a good and loving God will bring
them into judgment.    Happier still those who (like a
few) retain in body and soul the health and buoyancy
of twenty-one on to the very verge of forty, and seem-
ing to grow younger-hearted as they grow older-headed,